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chap/ I said, c draw your cab up on that stand
and get in with me.'
When we were sitting together in his cab we
lighted cigarettes, and didn't speak for quite a
minute, till I burst out:
' Look here !   What does this mean ? '
' Bread and butter/
c Good God! And this is what the
country-----'
c Bartlet,' he said, through curiously set lips,
with a little fixed smile about the corners, e cut
out all that about the country. I prefer this to
any more cadging for a job ; that's all.*
Silent from shame, I broke out at last: c It's
the limit! What about the Government schemes ?'
c No go ! they're all for younger men.'
c My dear chap !' was all I could find to say.
c This isn't a bad life in good weather,5 he went
on with that queer smile ; c I haven't much of a
chest now.'
c Do you mean to say you contemplate going
on with this ? '
fi Till something turns up ; but Pm no good
at asking for things, Bartlet; I simply can't do it/
* What about your people ? *
y * Dead or broke/
c Come and stay with me till your ship comes
home/
He squeezed my arm and shook his head.
That's what's so queer about gentility ! If only
I could have established a blood tie! Ruding